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jfjtN'E hundred and. nineteen 

\fljjy years ago this Christmas, a 
^"^ startling Christmas story by 
tfiuty-two-year-old Chariet Dickens 

nude its first appearance in .London, 
England, A new and now famous 
character in English literature known 
as "Scrooge" was bom to life. Here 
are .some at the high%hu of the 
story erf Ebeoezer Scrooge: 

"Oh, but he was a tight-fisted 
hand at tlte grindstone'' (»yi the 
young autfeor by way of introduo 
t i o n ) . "Scrooge -~ a squeezing, 
wrenching, grasping, scraping, 
dutchlng, €oveto«<§ old tinner! Hard 
and sharp as a flint from which no 
ttecl hue! ever struck generous fire; 
secret and self-cotnaiwci and soli- 
tary as an oynler, The cold within 
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him froze his old features, nipped 
hi* note, shrivelled his cheek, stif- 
fened his gait, made his eyes red, 
his thin lips blue, and spoke out 
shrewdly in h» grating voice, A 
frosty rime was on his head and 
on his eyebrows and his wiry chin. 
He carried his own low temperature 
always about with him. He iced his 
office in the dog-days, and didn't 
thaw it one degree at Christmas.. 
Nobody ever stopped him in the 
street to say with gladsome looks — 
"My dear Scrooge, how are you? 
When will you come to see me?" 
* * * 

The scene opens whh Scrooge 
sitting busy in his counting house 
about the middle of the afternoon 
on the day" before Christmas, 



A merry Christmas, uncle! God 
save you!" (It was the voice of 
Scrooge's nephew, who came upon 
him so quickly that this was the 
first intimation he had of his ap- 
proach. ) 

Scrooge: "Bah! Humbug!" 

Nephew: "Christmas, a humbug. 
uncle? You don't meant that, I am 
mre!" 

Scrooge: "I do. Merry Christmas? 
What right have you to be merry? 
You're poor enough. Merry Christ- 
mas! Out upon merry Christmas! 
(indignantly). If I could work my 
will, every idiot who goes about 
with 'merry Christmas' on his lips 
should be boiled with his own pud- 
ding and buried with a stake of 
holly through his heart!" 

Nephew: "Uncle!" 

Scrooge {sternly) : "N e p h e w ! 
Keep Christmas in your own way, 
and let me keep it in mine." 

Nephew: "Keep it! But you don't 
keep it." 

Scrooge: "Let me leave it alone, 
then." 

The world's most callous person 
would be touched if he could actu- 
ally re-live the past, be reminded of 
poignant situations — especially ones 
in which he was concerned — and 
compare them with his present con- 
ditions. Dickens skilfully brought 
about this state of things by sending 
along a "ghost" — the "Spirit of 
Christmas past", who was able 
magically to transport Scrooge to 
his boyhood, showing him first a 
lonely lad, left behind at a boarding- 
school at Christmas. Immediately, 
the heart of the old skinflint began 
to throb; he recognized himself! He 
had completely forgotten the inci- 
dent. His eyes filled with tears when 
the school-room door burst open and 
a girl — his sister — came in, and, in 
a surprise visit, bore her brother off 
home. 

Another glimpse of the past that 
softened Scrooge's heart was the 
sight of his first employer — old 
Fezriwig— making a really merry 
Christmas for his apprentices, some- 
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tiling Scrooge appreciated in 
vision, hut had refused to do in 
adult life for his own employees. 

The second "spirit" s h o w e d 
Scrooge the merry households of his 
poor clerk and his nephew, Fred, the 
two individuals he had rebuffed at 
their reference to "merry Christmas". 
Scrooge heard his name mentioned, 
and ho sensed the determination of 
everyone not to run him down, in 
spite of itis meanness. Me was touch- 
ed at the warm-hearted love of poor 
Bob Crachit's family, and at the 
shadow that lay upon the home — 
Tiny Tim's frailty and lameness. 

The third ghost took Scrooge into 
the future, and he saw things that 
terrified him— the sight of servants 
quarrelling over their dead master's 
belongings at his death, even tak- 
ing the bedclothes and selling them 
to a pawnbroker. Scrooge surmised 
it was his death everyone was talking 
of, although his name was not men- 
tioned. 

But the spirit finally showed him 
a tombstone, with the name EBEN- 
EZER SCROOGE engraved on it. 
That dream left him cold and tremb- 
ling. 



At the end, as suddenly as in the 
case of the Apostle Paul, he became 
transformed in character and was a 
new man. 

Scrooge (as down upon the 
ground he fell, before the accusing 
spectral figure) : "Good spirit, your 
nature intercedes for me. Assure me 
that I yet may change these shadows 
you have shown ine by an altered 
life. I will honour Christinas in my 
heart and try to keep it all the 
year." 

When he awoke, and realized that 
he had merely dreamed — that he still 
had a chance to redeem himself — 
his delight knew no bounds. 

Scrooge (coming to himself) : "I 
don't know what day of the month 
it is! I don't know how long I've 
been among the spirits. I don't know 
anything. I'm quite a baby. Never 
mind! I don't care! I'd rather be a 
baby. Hallo! Whoops! Hallo there!" 

Scrooge (running to the window 



and calling down to a boy in Sun- 
day clothes) : "What's today, my 
fine fellow?" 

Hoy: "Today! Why, Christmas 
Day!" 

Scrooge (to himself) : "It's Christ- 
mas Day! I haven't missed it. The 
spirits have done it all in one night. 
They can do anything they like. 
Of course they can!" 

(He went to church, and walked 
about the streets, and watched the 
people hurrying to and fro. and 
patted children on the head, and 
questioned beggars " and looked 
into the kitchens of houses, and 
found that everything could yield 
him pleasure. He had never dreamed 
that any walk — that anything — 
could give him so much happiness. 
In the afternoon he turned his steps 
toward his nephew's house. He 
passed the door a dozen times be- 
fore he had the courage to go up 
and knock. But he made a dash, 
and did it.) 

Scrooge (to the maid) : "Is your 
master at home, my dear?" 

Maid; "Yes, sir." 

Scrooge: "Where is he, my love?" 

Maid: "He's in the dining-room, 
sir, along with mistress. I'll show 
you upstairs, if you please." 

Scrooge: "Thank' ee. He knows 
me. I'll go in here, my dear." 

(He turned the doorknob, and 
sidled his face in, round the door. 
They were looking at the table 
which \yas spread out in great 
array.) 

Scrooge (to his 
"Fred!" 

(Dear heart alive, 
how his niece by mar- 
riage started!) 

Nephew: "Why, 
bless my soul, who's 
that?" 

Scrooge: "It is I, 
your uncle Scrooge. I 
have come to dinner, 
will you let me in, 
Fred?" 

(Let him in! It's a 
mercy he didn't shake 
his arm off. He was 
at home in five min- 
utes, Nothing could be 
heartier, Wonderful 




party, wonderful 
games, wonder- 
f u 1 unanimity 
won — der — ful 
happiness! ) 

His own heart 
laughed. He knew how to keep 
Christmas well. 

In one of his "dreams" Scrooge 
had seen an empty chair in his clerk's 
home and he feared that Bob 
Crachit's crippled son had died. 
Now, with his changed heart, he re- 
solves to do all he can for Crachit, 
and for Tiny Tim. The story ends 
with the little lame lad shouting: 
"God bless us every one!" a saying 
that is known all over the Common- 
wealth of Nations. May the story 
continue to inspire readers to show 
the real Christmas spirit. 

R. S. and H. W. 
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*ihe Stf'ih ■<? IVthlclirm !-'.«! nut 
«<m.c- a: lore {!;» i? iiirsw-i.:'" *>! "fV..ti'«" 
<-n i-.mli. ■;<**.{ «!'! !> = v, irij men " A<* 
ihf'ir uc'-nik* i;n;»x' fj'K .i,;.utt on 
hun;.sn <-„i,!v whit iaiU turn an*! 
vs!i;m»"ii i*r ihirAmt;. ,«nd how wj!l 
t!u v V l«e leai'tir'.i; t»> tlm }«nme •*"»- 
son ? 

Xo two- person* tract to anvthii;-.j 
in rxA»'!h the \j!i.!' mjv. H'-rliit'rt 
Spe»"rr, in hi* .intutrwrn? for the* 
n'lrie rvl.stv'.ity <>i krsc»>.\ieikff. nati'vi 
that no ivu) p-fi-ms ever saw die 
sine rainbow. "I'lif wine h arfly 
mw of ilw hunun fwfiirnt to 
Chri*im« The ironv i* that alt}-o«»h 
the niif for ail the '.'. f»r'ti*s WU is 
wrapped up in sh.it linle bundle 
which he* hi BeihlfhesTt's snanger. 
(he nation* are seeking; in v«iir. to 
find nthi'T «"m<'<3if*i 

It s* ;«iso poW>-y trw to uy that 
no iw» w'f*<>ri'5 observe Chrismm in 
exartlv the vi';*e wav Certainly, its 
niraen.nkwi is marked in diffeferil 
ways in clifk'f !;■!'« countries. In 
Aiturala.*ia, ray wife and I may h'x\e 
fcrniM-l wiiii ux i:rn\<,il in iinsjing 
"I'm dreanrin;,; of a while Chrwt- 
rnav* hax. up to the time of writ. 
ing ihh article, we have not es- 
perk'tw <e-d one On l-hrktma* Dav we 
have enjoyed *iur hot turkey followed 
by Christmas jKidding, even although 
the- thennj-rtiirter ha« been 100 dr- 
!»r«"> in the ->l»dt*; but we have been 
t'lat.E later t« bave our evening meal 
on tier Ixtach and cool off in she 
spray of the Mstf. 

Hotetttr, Christina* ^down- 
urute" is spent in the main its the 
traditional manner, but inainK be- 
cause of the wj.mmer weather, die 
tradition may )*• of Australasian 
back.«ti»ind. The festive seawi coiri- 
cidr* with the wusiiin vacation 
period fnr schooh. roIlrOT*. aiui v.nl- 
vvrmit% \Un%, 1-Hnitscw fionift ami 
isaisk*' are closed for ten days over 
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clad figures sprawl,, eat or sleep 
ai;er "shooting" the breakers or 
swttiiinitig iii ti«' liinpki pools of 
warnti^i water, Tlw mountains, the 
lakf-i. and the rivers also make a 
happy bunting ground for keen 
sportsmen and trailer families. 

So, for convenience sake, the fes- 
tive leiwn in Army social institutions 
commence* a few weeks before 
Christinas Day. The boys and girls 
in the children"* homes are often 
"adopted out 1 ' for the six weeks 
school vacation, whilst the guests in 
tine evrfiiidir homes are back with 
loved ones for Christmas Day. There- 
fore the "family party" at the insti- 
tution must be held earlier, which 
arrangement also makes it possible 
for the Army's leaders to preside 
over these many functions. 

The "Collaroy Youth Gamp and 
Conference Centre," alxn.it twenty 
miles frtsni Sydney on the highway 
to I'.dirt Head], k situated in a bush 
setting on the hill overlooking the 
h-eadi and the beautiful blue Pacific 
Ocean, The welcoming laugh of the 
kookaburra, the picjuarit smell of 
the guns trees (so dear to all 



"Aussies") the red blaze of the 
Australian Christmas Bush, the vel- 
vet petals of the flannel flowers, 
with other wild orchids and native 
flora, all s^o to make this an attrac- 
tive spot for a holiday. The "Temple 
of Youth." which sits on the hill 
overlooking adequate camp build- 
ing*;, is usually filled with up to 
130 Salvationist youth for the morn- 
ing devotional studies. As this group 
of physically vigorous, mentally 
keen, and spiritually hungry young 
people at their own request consider 
such subjects as "Confessing Christ" 
and "Holiness for Youth." the com- 
bination of spiritual seeking and 
physical relaxation makes the festive 
season a holy season indeed. 

Christinas dinner, prepared in 
Moari fashion in -N'ew Zealand is 
most unique. It could he in the back- 
yard, or maybe some other suitable 
spot. A large hole is dun; in the 
ground, which is lined with stones. 
When these stones are heated by 
fire, the pig, the Iamb, or the 
poultry, together with the vegetables 
are covered with a wet sack and 
buried for hours. The delicate re- 
past is then dug up and served to 
those who are anxiously waiting to 
celebrate Christmas in native style. 

Yuletide is a season of music and 
song in the Antipodes. 

A song was barn at Betiilshem, 

Thai song I know, ih truth proclaim; 

Redemption's story is the theme, 
The melody is Jbjos' name. 

For many years the Territorial 
Staff Band in Melbourne has visited 
the Pentridge Prison, as well as 
broadcasting a Christmas carol ser- 
vice on Christinas morning over one 
of the main radio-networks, when 
the Territorial Commander also gives 
a message. In Sydney, a similar pro- 
gramme has been provided over the 
years by a leading corps band, as well 
as the Territorial Salvation Singers. 

(Continued on page 17) 
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. E need not have been born. He 
could have come to earth a 
grown man in the same way 
as He left it! The universe was His 
creation. Surely the manner by 
which He disappeared from view 
at the end of His sojourn in this 
world could have been the manner 
of His appearing into it at the be- 
ginning. But a different way was 
chosen; He came to earth as a little 
baby. 

If He had come as a grown man- 
as He went — no mother would have 
shared His mother's joy; no child 
would have profited by His example; 
we should never have known that 
He was "subject unto His parents." 
Indeed, it might easily have been 
felt that religion was "FOR MEN 
ONLY." 

Give a little girl a doll and, for 
most, it is immediately transformed 
into a baby. It is no longer a thing 
of plastic or wax. It becomes a 
person, and all her mother instinct 
is, for the moment, devoted to it. 
Put her first baby into the arms of 
a young woman, and almost certain- 
ly in her heart she will feel she holds 
a bit of God. And she is right, for 
the child is pure and innocent and 
thus, in God's image, a symbol of 
hope for the world. 

Mary, with the Baby Jesus in her 
arms, symbolizes for all women the 
sacredness of motherhood— all be- 
cause Jesus came as a babe and not 
as an adult. 

This is why I feel that no Christ- 
mas is really complete unless chil- 
dren are present. No wonder a young 
couple celebrating their first Christ- 
mas, together with their first child, 
feel a special completeness at such 
a time. 

Is there a baby in the house? 
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BY COMMISSIONER W. WYCUFFE BOOTH 
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Then, surely, there will be a spec- 
ially happy Christmas. No wonder 
one of the carols says: 

When Jesus was born in the manger, 
The shepherds came thither to see. 

For the angels proclaimed that a Saviour 
was born 
To save a poor sinner like me. 

But what is the lesson to be drawn 
from this wondrously strange manner 
of the appearing of the Son of God? 
Surely it is this that "He laid aside 
His glory and took upon Himself 
the form of a man." This is God's 
ultimate act of humility in humbling 



Himself to redeem a poor sinful 
world. 

Dear reader, are we willing for a 
similar humility to mark our lives? 
Would we serve others? Then we 
must be ready to do so in true 
humility, never thinking of ourselves, 
but only of those whom we would 
help; never shrinking from the 
humble task, if we may but bring a 
little happiness to our fellowmen. 

Let us remember God's command 
to all men, "What doth the Lord 
require of thee but to do justly, and 
to love mercy, and to walk humbly 
with Thy God?" Mic. 6:8, 
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whateuv their clime, race or colour. 
We invited them to the inside meet- 
ing. What a sight as they followed 
the drutii, beaten by Mrs. Wells. 

Would it he right to liken our- 
selves to the Pied Piper? At any 
late the scene beggars description. 
In a few minutes the hall was liter- 
ally jammed. In those days we 
learned to tell the story of Jesus and 
Calvaiy in simple and easy terms, 
(.iod honoured our simplicity. The 
"Light that lighteth every man" be- 
gan to dawn. The "people that sat 
iti darkness"' were becoming con- 
scious of a Great Light. The moving 
scenes witnessed at the mercy-seat 
still remain as a. precious memory, 
a » « 

For the third scene we must move 
1.200 miles to the south east. Visual- 
ize a small group of enthusiastic, 
young. Chinese Salvation Army of- 
ficers, prevented by occupying farces 
from engaging in the work they 
loved. With their little ones, some 
meagre funds, bare necessities in 
the way of baggage, and relying 
upon God they turn their faces 
westward. The rigours and dangers 
of that journey would provide an 
epic story of courage and determina- 
tion: varied modes of transport, 
wayside inns unsanitary and rat-in- 
fested, heat, flies, and discomfort! 

Much like Abraham of old, they 
stepped out in faith, hardly knowing 
whither they went. Of one fact 
they were conscious: Abraham's God 
was their God! With all the care- 
ful husbanding of scanty funds the 
day came when the last few dollars 
were being counted. Here was a 
further test of faith, for the situation 
was critical. Prayer, and a "council 
of war" resulted in a cable being 
sent to us. The substance of the 
cable announced they were coming 
to assist ns, but needed funds to 
complete the journey. 

Had they been a ware of the 
(Continued on page 18) 
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/^t^HE man and his young wife 
OL looked no different from all 
^*^ the other families strangling 
into the city on donkeys late that 
night, except, perhaps, that the 
woman was surely expecting a child. 
A light snow was falling behind them 
in the hills, The city was jammed 
with people complying with the Em- 
peror's edict, so when the man 
knocked at the inn door, every room 
was taken. Finally, they took the 
only shelter they could find — a cave 
used for the animals. 

Today a silver star, inscribed in 
Latin, gleams from the floor to mark 
the humble spot where Christ was 
born. It reads, "Hie, de Virgine 
Maria, Jesus Christ natus est" — 
"Here, of the Virgin Mary, Jesus 
Christ was born." Pilgrims come to 
pay homage in Bethlehem at the 
Church of the Nativity built over 
the spot believed to be the manger. 
The ledge upon which it is believed 
the Infant Christ was first laid in 
swaddling bands is now covered with 
marble. 

In Biblical days it took Mary and 
Joseph five days to travel the ninety 
miles between Nazareth and Beth- 
lehem. Why would a woman ad- 
vanced in pregnancy be travelling 
such a distance? It was because Em- 
peror Caesar Augustus had ordered 
a census. All Roman subjects from 
the Rhine to the Jordan had to re- 
turn to the cities of their fathers to 
be counted. Taxes would be levied 
after the count. Even the lame and 
blind had to make the journey. 

Joseph, a descendant of David, 
had to return with Mary to Beth- 
lehem, the city of David's birth. In 
this way the ancient prophecy was 
fulfilled: "Bethlehem Ephratah . . . 
out of thee shall He come forth unto 
me that is to be ruler in Israel." 

Joseph had not realized so many 
belonged to the House of David 
until he and Mary reached the inn. 
Some families were sleeping against 
the inn's wall. Every field, every 
house was filled with people — some 
lay down in the valley amid the 
dozing sheep. The inn-keeper's wife, 
feeling the chill night air, suggested 
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the man take his wife to the cave 
below, the cave where the animals 
were kept. At least there they would 
have some privacy, however humble. 
A brilliant light split the dark 
sky, startling the shepherds who were 
keeping watch over their flocks on 
the hills near Bethlehem, In terror 
the herders listened to the words of 
an angel who floated over the val- 
ley. 

"Fear not, for, behold, I bring you 
good tidmgs of great joy, which shall 
be to all people. For unto you is born 
this day in the city of David a 
Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. 
And this shall be a sign unto you: 
Ye shall find the Babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, lying in a 
manger." 

So the shepherds, too overjoyed 
and excited to delegate someone to 
watch their herds, made their way 
to the city. There they asked, "Where 
can the Messiah be found?" Finally 
they tried the inn, whose keeper re- 
membered the man and wife lodging 
in the stable. On timid feet the shep- 
herds approached, kneeling before 
the manger, murmuring prayers. 
Then they left, praising God for 
the wondrous event. 



Among the many men studying 
the blue-white star that night were 
the magi — whose names (according 
to legend) were Gaspar, Melchior, 
and Balthasar. They were rich Per- 
sian philosophers and astrologers, the 
wise men of dieir country. They con- 
sulted ancient Greek, Persian, and 
Hebrew scrolls to try to interpret 
the star's message. When they agreed 
it heralded the coming of a Saviour 
in Israel, they left their tents to 
follow it before the star disappeared. 

Later in Jerusalem, they asked, 
"Where is the newborn King of the 
Jews whose star we saw in the East? 
We have come to offer homage to 
Him." 

King Herod questioned the magi 
closely, asking them to tell him if 
they found the Baby. The mad king 
feared that, if the news were spread 
all over Judea, the people would 
depose him and serve the Infant. 

The magi continued to Bethlehem, 
following the star which rested over 
an obscure inn. 

Knelt in Humble Worship 

Drawing their gifts from their 
saddle pouches, they proceeded to 
the stable where the Christ-child 
lay. Touching their foreheads to the 
floor, they paid homage to the Child. 

They offered Him their gifts: a 
vase of gold dust, a jar of myrrh 
and one of frankincense, which filled 
the manger with a wonderful spicy 
smell. With Mary's wishes that 
God guide them safely home, the 
Magi departed. That night an angel 
came to them, warning them not 
to report their finding the Messiah 
to the king. Heeding this warning, 

the men went home another way. 

* * * 

Do we celebrate the exact date of 
Christ's birth? November 17th, 
March 28th, May 20th, and April 
19th were some other days believed 
to be correct. Since 354 A.D., when 
Pope Libcrius fixed the date, Christ- 
mas Day has become accepted as 
December 25 th. 

"It doesn't matter if Christ was 
bom on December 25 th," says Dr. 
Oswald Hoffmann, speaker on the 
(Continued on page 18) 
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And though I begin to understand 
in some small way all that He stands 
for, I still know how unspeakable is 
the Gift. The gift without the giver 
is bare. 

So at the heart of the Christ- 
mas story we find not merely giving 
but love giving and given. 

"Though He was rich, yet for 
your sokes He became poor, that 
ye through His poverty might be 
rich" (2 Corinthians 8:9.)' 

"He was rich" . . . "He became 
poor" . . . That gives a colour to the 
Bethlehem story that no artist can 
possibly portray on canvas. The artist 
may convey his conception of the 
manger scene but no artist's brush 
can give any impression of the riches 
of Christ's love. 

You cannot put on canvas a pic- 
ture of the glory which He had with 
the Father before He came to this 
earth. Nor can you portray His 
throne, the robes which He laid 
aside, the crown which He laid 
down, the unspeakable joys of 
Heaven which He surrendered for 



the time He would spend on earth. 

The wise men came offering gifts 
rich and rare, but the coming of 
Christ is an eternal story of voluntary 
poverty. When we give our love as 
well as our gifts to those to whom 
wc present tokens of goodwill at this 
season, let us remember again the 
word already quoted : The gift with- 
out the giver is bare. 

But there is a more pertinent chal- 
lenge! Just as God did not give 
anything less than Himself so He does 
not ask our sacrifices so much as He 
asks for ourselves. What God wants 
of me is myself and until I have 
really given Him myself, and I am 
always something greater than my 
gifts to Him, He cannot really make 
of me the person He wants me to be. 

If we would live like the children 
of God then there must be found in 
our own lives the same kind of giv- 
ing as was manifest in the gift of 
Christ. 

I give myself — / give my all 
All for Thy wonderful love. 

Will you say this to Him now? 
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I!;"mi!, they wete just about as 
dit'i'i'scnt as two talented voting men 
could he. 

Almost everything we know about 
Felix Mendelssohn indicates that he 
uar-t have had a happy life and cer- 
tainly a successful career. In his case 
we do not hear of the severe hard- 
s.hit.w r>r trying circumstances that 
■■■ aii- v,, nj;„iy conijK>-ers had to face. 
1S aS " Thomrh Mendelssohn died before he 
was Sony, lie crowded a lifetime of 
creative, v.urk into just a few years. 
Wealth and popularity were his dur- 
mX rno-t of his life, .and yet his 
success did not keep hirn from be- 
in 1 ; a ehannin<i and generous person. 
His «;tani!fathc!' was a famous Jewish 
philosopher, but his father reared his 
children to he Christians. 

Charles Wesley's early years were 
:•■ thf v.u:<k Men- not nearly as serene as those of Men- 
iny-i'jic when he deh«ihn. He also was blessed with 
if. lilt, oj f.i'Hii'M?. unu-ua! parents: but since he was 
i !!i>.-t becaw they the eighteenth child in a minister's 
■t tenturi'.'-i. And family, he soon had to learn how to 
em ;!:..i!e e-'nesviu- live on a modest income and to make 
t !■.■■ Mith'dh his own way in the world. Yet, 
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RESULTED IN ONE OF THE MOST THRILLING CHRISTMAS CAROLS 



Charles was able to study at Oxford 
University and there helped his 
brother John gather together a group 
of students who earned the nickname 
of Methodists. 

Neither John nor Charles was 
satisfied with his success in living the 
Christian life. Together as young 
men they went to Georgia, the new 
colony, where John tried to preach 
and Charles worked as secretary for 
General Oglethorpe. But they were 
both unhappy in the new world. It 
was not until 1738, a few years after 
they returned to England, that each 
one had a remarkable experience of 
discovering God in a new way. 

Almost immediately Charles began 
to write hymns. During the next fifty 
years he wrote at least six thousand 
five hundred of which there are fifty- 
four in The Methodist Hymnal. Even 
among Christian groups that are not 
closely related to the Methodist 
movement the verses of Charles 
Wesley are so well received that every 
hymnal includes several of his best- 
known poems. Three that you will 
find in practically every hymnal 
were written just a year after Wesley 
began to write hymns. They are: 
"O for a Thousand Tongues to 
Sing," "Christ the Lord is Risen To- 
day," and the Christmas carol, 
"Hark, the Herald Angels Sing." 

You can catch something of 
Charles Wesley's intense faith when 
you study his verses telling of the 
new-born king. The theme of uni- 
versal joy, perhaps not the gaiety 
that Mendelssohn wanted in words 
for his tune, but at least the kind of 
happiness that counts most for Chris- 
tians, runs through every stanza. 
Notice how the hymn calls on people 
of every nation to join with the 
angels in heralding the birth of Jesus 
Christ. Charles Wesley did not hesi- 
tate to use theological terms like 
"Godhead" and "incarnate deity" in 
describing Jesus' birth, since it was 
really quite natural for him to speak 
in this way about the most important 
event in the world's history. He 
wanted to emphasize that G°d had 
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come to live among men, appearing 
first in the form of a baby, then grow- 
ing up to become one who would 
bring light and life and healing to 
all people. 

Because Charles Wesley himself 
believed so strongly that God was 
concerned about every human be- 
ing and wanted each one to have an 
abundant life, he often visited 
prisoners and helped them in every 
way he could. Just as his hymns were 
intended for use by every worshipper 
who could sing, so did Charles Wes- 
ley (and his brother John) minister 
to common people — fanners, labour- 
ers, miners, servants, often uneducat- 
ed persons who came together in 
homes or chapels. John Wesley often 
preached to people who gathered by 
the thousands in open fields; but 
no matter where he found them, he 



sought to bring to them the good 
news about Jesus Christ. This was 
the theme of most of their hymns, 
just as it was the theme of the herald 
angels who sang in Bethlehem. 

Wesley would be happy to know 
that "Hark, the Herald Angels Sing" 
lias been translated into sixty-four 
languages and is sung around the 
world. In all of his hymns the early 
Methodist leader emphasized the 
universal invitation that he believed 
God extended to all men. God's love 
is offered freely to anyone who will 
accept it. No wonder the common 
people of England responded so 
readily to his hymns two hundred 
years ago. No wonder they continue 
to be popular wherever Christians 
gather to sing their songs of "glory 
to the new-born King." — Copyright 
Cokesbury Publishing House, 



WHEREVER SALVATION ARMY musicians play or sing carols, they Invariably use "Hark the 
Herald Angels Sing." In fact, It was number one on the "carol sheet" for years. 
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^matAKE a journey with us down 
&JL memory lane to a Christmas 
^"^ uniquely different from any 
other we had known. The trip is 
not far in time, just three years ago, 
but in distance you will have to travel 
half way round the world to share 
the vivid contrasts of our first Christ- 
mas in India. 

But first, take off that warm coat 
and scarf, those gloves and fleece- 
lined boots, and then join our little 
family in the historic city of Poona, 
situated on the Deccan Plain, about 
120 miles south-east of Bombay. 

How slowly Christmas seemed to 
come that year! We have discovered 
since, that during the first weeks 
of December, the arrival of Cana- 
dian Christmas cards is a lone 
harbinger of this happy season. The 
shops here and there carry extra 
stocks of potential presents, but none 
attempt the extravagant display of 
their Canadian counterparts. We 
felt the difference keenly that year. 
One solitary Santa Claus was eventu- 
ally discovered outside a small sta- 
tionery shop, sitting on a stool and 
distributing balloons. But what con- 
sternation he caused a little Cana- 
dian two-year-old — -"Look Mummy, 
Santa has bare feet!" 

The Family Carols 

Participation in the annual 
serenading effort of the corps carol 
party which commences a week be- 
fore Christmas, helps to engender 
a little more of the spirit of a Cana- 
dian Yuletide, though here again 
contrasts are marked. Carolling is 
by appointment, each house being 
visited at a pre-arranged time. While 
this means fewer calls than in Can- 
ada, it does ensure a good recep- 
tion,' a helpful donation, and, not 
infrequently, welcome refreshments 
provided by our appreciative audi- 
ence. Fortunately, we do not have 
to face the distracting competition of 
television, and our gracious hosts 
invariably come out on their ver- 
andas to give an attentive ear to 
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our carols. Accompanied by a con- 
certina — we have no band — we sing 
from a carol sheet bearing the name 
of a well-known Canadian depart- 
mental store! 

But what about Christmas Day it- 
self — that day— three years ago? It 
began for us at 6.00 a.m. with an un- 
expected, but by no means unpleas- 
ant, surprise. We awoke to hear the 
shuffling of footsteps on the veranda 
and were about to investigate, when 
voices suddenly broke the early morn- 
ing stillness, singing Marathi Christ- 
mas carols, climaxed with a piece 
de resistance in amusingly accented 
English, "We weesh you a merry 
Kreesmus!" We hurriedly dressed 
and invited our kind well-wishers — 
a group of a dozen national officers 
— into our home for coffee and 
cookies before they continued their 
carolling calls. 

Gifts For All 

It was now time for a quick break- 
fast before opening the gifts set 
round a miniature white tree, 
bravely substituting for the tradi- 
tional Canadian evergreen. While 
the presents were not so fancily 
wrapped as at home, it was obvious 
that Santa had been notified of our 
change of address, and we were able 
to experience the happy feelings of 
anticipation and pleasure as gifts 
were unwrapped. 

At nine o'clock it was time to 
leave for the Central Corps for the 
Christmas morning meeting. The 
day was warm and bright, and our 
walk took us through pastoral 
country in which bougainvillea, 
poinsettia, frangi-panni and jacar- 
anda grew in glorious profusion. We 
passed sauntering water-buffalo, me- 
andering cows and large flocks of 
sheep and goats, while across the 
horizon stretched the rolling Western 
Ghats, the backbone of India. Be- 
fore we reached the hall we had al- 
ready felt the similarity of the scene 
to the surroundings in which our 
Saviour was born. 




The meeting was short but rich in 
blessing, and the fact that the con- 
gregation included Indians, Austral- 
ians, Americans, Britishers and Cana- 
dians, seemed to symbolize the truth 
that Christ came for the whole world 
— to all men of all races. The fine 
group of missionaries present brought 
the further thought that Christ has 
been called the pioneer missionary, 
coining to our needy world from His 
Heavenly Home in order to reveal, 
and fulfill the redemptive love of 
God. 

A Yule Picnic 

What a complete contrast to Can- 
ada the afternoon provided for us 
as half-a-dozen Army missionaries 
and three young children set out for 
a picnic at Lloyds Dam, some forty 
miles from Poona. No winter over- 
coats, blustering winds or snow- 
covered landscape, but light clothing, 
bright sunshine and a glittering lake. 
As we spread out a delightful picnic 
lunch we became the unceasing at- 
traction of the occupants of passing 
bullock carts. 

As a large glowing sun began to 
slip quickly behind the distant hills, 
we climbed into the jeep and turned 
our faces toward Poona. The day 
was drawing to a close, but one 
more treat yet awaited us — Christ- 
mas dinner with the Canadians — 
five of us in all. We missed the cus- 
tomary turkey, but the many other 
rarely-seen treats, specially saved 
from Canadian food parcels, pro- 
vided ample compensation, and a 
memorable repast. 

The day concluded quietly but 
pleasantly, listening to Christmas 
records and the classic Christmas 
tale of old Scrooge, As we went 
to bed after a full, happy — and 
unusual — Christmas, we thought of 
loved ones and friends in Canada 
just commencing the day. Our first 
Christmas in India is now behind 
us, but it will always remain vivid, 
unique and special in our memories. 

A Christmas in contrast indeed! 
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tion mV!k ¥$snt®d fclonchufd o*Pifconds may be 
added if cfouwi 

Bak* 2 ! -'i fa 3 hours el 275 degree* in 
port lirwd with gratflwd brown paper. 




NOT MANY WISE MEN 
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3 SAW th$ (Qinvh fc meeting there, 
Th«y l d ijwb with t<dfti» from afar 
WK© d i&en and {©Slowed Huough the 
msgbt 
The back'n^nf Kifht cf gleaming iSar. 
tt Jed *ih» Wiis Men !© »h© place 

Wh«T# He, the Unfo-nl Jesws, lay— 
Th® Saviour fi&m Ike Ge>dh$od sent. 
Before w^oss (rib Jk^y knelt la pray. 



I low IK© «<sm*ls by Ih® doof. 

The empty asddWs, slsll ursfdfed, 
Madft ms thmk qf ih® dulty rood 

Wikcre treod of iif© h n@v©r stilled. 
V/here beggars rids With Haughty mien, 

Whi!a pnnjuja shuffS© in 1h© dyit; 
At man with roqn, in grievous strife 

Bling the great gfi@f el deep mhtrual 



THE MONTREAL 



1 »w the camels kneeling there. 

And to, the rider; once again, 
Imbued with purpose and strength anew, 

Filled the saddle* fo join life's train; 
For thsy had seen the Gift of grace, 

When they in rev'ren<e their gifts did 
bring. 
As kneeling there before the Babe 

They worshipped Christ "the new-born 
King". 

» * * 

I flee th« camels kneeling there. 

Awaiting riders who will mount 
To ride once more on travelled way, 

Investing lives in things that count- 
Striving to make a belter world, 

Through routine faik of common day; 
Living each hour as "unto Him," 

Who cams to lighten each man's way. 
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A SCIENTIFIC TREATISE ON 
EARTH-WORMS MAY BE A FINE 
PRESENT FOR AN ADULT, BUT TO 
A LITTLE LAD— WELL! 



Disappointment 



i, 

Qaulain 

dXorman 

QeleSj 



Brampton, &nl, 



/^SfHE intensity of suspense, as 
%3\j Santa Glaus took his seat of 
^"^ honour before the crowd of 
excited children, could hardly have 
been surpassed anywhere— not even 
at Cape Canaveral on a rocket- 
launching day! 

The occasion was the annual visit 
at a Christmas party in London. 
Soon Santa was presenting an at- 
tractive story book to each child, and 
there was gladness in the hearts of 
all the youngsters; all, that is, ex- 
cept one. Dudley, whose name well 
suits the English setting of this ac- 
count, had apparently been missed. 

As each name was called, he had 
waited with that "will my name be 
next" expectancy. He was consoled 
to some extent by one of his elder 
brothers who, with the air of an 
ecclesiastic, reminded him about "the 
best being saved until last." 

When the mistake was realized, 
"Father Christmas" took an extra 
dip into his bag, now "saggingly 
empty," and by means of some last- 
minute intrigue, he managed to pro- 
duce just one more gift. With due 
pomp and ceremony, this was pre- 
sented to the forlorn and seemingly- 
forgotten boy. 

It was a joy to see the little lad, 

CHRISTMAS NUMBER 



now bright and smiling, as he opened 
his long-awaited present. Alas! as his 
trembling hands feverishly tore off 
the last piece of wrapping, the gleam 
in his eye turned to a tear, his boy- 
ish delight to bitter disappointment. 
Could it be that he did not apprec- 
iate the present which he now 
handled? Although the book did ap- 
pear to be rather small and of fine 
print, at least he had not been for- 
gotten altogether. 

We were soon to discover the rea- 
son for such a lack of ecstasy, how- 
ever, as our eyes followed those of 
the crestfallen boy. He appeared to 
be transfixed by the title of the book, 
which was "British Earthworms, and 
how to Identify Them." Presented 
by Santa to a ten-year-old — what a 
crushing blow indeed! 

Although Dudley was typical of 
his age, and in whose pockets might 
be found anything from a broken 
penknife to a juicy worm, he could 
hardly be regarded as a child prodigy 
in matters pertaining to the under- 
world pursuits of these burrowing 
swallowers of the soil! 

Perhaps you know just how that 
little boy felt, because, right at this 
time, you feel as if the bottom has 
dropped out of your own little world, 



and all those deep desires of the 
soul have ended in disappointment 
and frustration. Take encourage- 
ment that, in the glorious realities 
of the Bethlehem story, you can dis- 
cover the answer to your every in- 
ward longing! It was the Psalmist 
David who aptly declared, '"My soul, 
wait thou only upon God, for my 
expectation is from Him." 

Within the heart of the young 
lad, the disappointing gift he re- 
ceived from "Saint Nick did not 
deter Dudley from placing a greater 
value on the deeper spiritual signi- 
ficance of the season. For since then, 
whether his travels have meant 
spending Ghristmases in England or 
Canada, off the rugged Scottish sea 
coast while with the Royal Navy 
or, as at present, on missionary ser- 
vice in India, Dudley has always 
remembered that Jesus never fails, 
and that we must put our entire con- 
fidence in Him. Have you? 

Come, then, at once; delay no longer; 

Heed His entreaty, kind arid sweet; 
You need not fear a disappointment; 

You shall find peace at the mercy-seat. 



WORSHIP THE NEW-BORN KING 

IN deepest rev'rence, Lord, we meet »o-day, 
One vital purpose bending every knee, 
A yearning far loo deep and pure for speech. 
Constrains us to adore and worship Thee. 

Deep down within Hie faulty human soul, 
Strange stirrings urge us on to higher 
things, 
Emerging from the dust of base desire. 

We reach for God and give our spirits 
wings. 

A thousand reasons cause our thanks to 
Thee, 
Ten thousand blessings would our praises 
frame, 
But all are overwhelmed in one desire, 
To worship and revere Thy holy name. 

We worship Thee because Thou made us 
thine, 
Put Thy divinity in mortal clod, 
And ever restless will our spirits be, 

Until they find their perfect rest in Gad. 

H.P.W. 
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past hito u\,ini wr nj,v€ 
• 1 1 !, .1 1 "I f Abb 
1svati<rtV!," -'tumc ,<"ttb- 
trveim: around |."s!.,4r;sw",}.:«g, our 
pre««MH *phr.'«* of work. On? «'»f «.«' 
contact'; h.rs Utti with thr Sjlv atk-.n 
Army rrrtdie at J;dusn, 'nJiKts rater* 
for eighty-five African children undfr 
»:h<»i age, The children corne from 
i -lark'tv of honvr*, for v»nse <"■>( thi* 
parent's iii«* pri^rvssonal jxxiiiie . wlwr 
Other* .in* un-skiik-ti ta.Vnsrerx How- 
ever, durinsf the h'«iP» t!:ey srwrui sn 
the cswbe *"ach dav they art" one hi,;. 
haj>{«' fari'idy, undej she swpeniskm 
of a jwatron and four h?!pei*. 

Lass Chrbfn'uw k wiu our happy 
dutv to k«k nitrr tlw» a.frarn»'i»!»fni*i 
for the children'* tatv, which meant 
attending to thr inning of the B,ifts, 
food, decorationy, and everything; 
that arfit's into nialans; it a *wrfvv 
On she day of thr party we arrimi 
at ih* - ball ea?!v in she twndng, aral 
•set oui little chairs, and tables for 
the children Benches were put 
as'oussd the outfit for the pasems 
and relatives, ami a. big** head fable 
wis laid for all the distinguished 
vhitort exjM'rtrd. 

Nest t-,uive the decorating of the 
hall, and the (Train;; rtf a Sink' imiia- 
ti>«i ( Tmtmat lire that had a «j*'cial 
place oi honour, fnr all the «im 
were j<» t;te piled n« the Sable under 
it. 1 he tree was very prtriiy, but 
rHjthui:' compared with a bsg r*«l 
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"s. dolls, can.. !'»!- 
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Before it was tinse to go home, 
we bo}.x*i that the mi'iuiinq of 
the Christmas season would be 
grasped. 

Many African children krtnw only 
enou.'iih of Chrt«t!u;w to say the 
English words "Christmas box! 
Christmas box!" Iioldiri',' out their 
hand* when they s»e anyone with a 
white* skin. We pray that the little 
children in our care will grasp the 
real rnci'ining of Christinas that it 
k not just a time to fill their tummies 



"hit (captain Leonard ■Dliilar, 

'..fi'ixSBm'st'WiJ, hiUth JvMriYiJ 



pUys'd a big part, for no matter in 
what country a party is staeed. or 
whit fointir the skin ot those who are 
invited to it, candk-i, biscuits,, buns, 

Cf*">! drinks, etc., make it a success. 

\\h,n a pleasing sight the children 
presented as they waited for the 
i;tsews to arrive and the party to 
cormrwnct'? list' hoys were drwsetl 
in <i'Mi short* and shirts, and the 
?>trh in jtan'urwt drt»«ps. The little 



!•!>', 



wfre all decorated and the 



fated, bottk's 



i rinks 



added cctlour to the gay ^centr We 
wtr? prijud of the «.)sic.k-ar«d-sran 
a[)f»-araii<"e of everything. It was a 
sight I will long rerniTiibcr. 

Hovi,n.er, five minute* later you 
ihcsidd have seen the place! There 
v,.M nothing left ljut empty plates antl 
bottle^l A.% KC looked more clo«;lv, 
vvt; CfujkJ we black, shiny fares 
envert'd with traces of cake while 
iiiindi vit:re sticky. The excitement 
tiKounted aiisoni; ti«: children as it 
c.imtt near to tin.' time for the gifts 
to be giitTJ out. I wish you could 

have been there to see the kiddies 

eyes sparkling, and mouths wide 
ojjen in eager antic:ij.utir.>n as die 
prt-scjits were uisiriijuted, and they 
had wjHwthins; vf their vtny own to 
hold in their hands. 



with nice things, but that their hearts 
will receive the Raby Jesus, who will 
be Guide, Counsellor and Friend to 
them throughout their lives. 

Nmi I say we were re lie veil when 
it was time for the parents or elder 
brothers and sisters to take the chil- 
dren home? But there was the last 
thrill for us as they turned, smiled 
and waved as they left for their 
homes. That party was just one of 
the sixteen which my wife and I 
had to do all the organizing for last 
year. Weary? Yes! But it is all worth 
while when we do it in Christ's name. 



FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH 

A H, dearest Jesus, holy Child, 
■^ Moke Th&e a bed, soft, undeflled 
Within my heort, that it may be 
A quiet {bomber kept for Thee. 
My h*art for very |oy doth leap. 
My lips no more can silence keep; 
I, loo, must sing wilh joyful tongue 
Thai sweetest ancient cradle song. 
Glory to God in highest Heaven, 
Who urtlo men His Son halh given, 
While angels sing with lender mirth, 
A glad New Year to all the earth. 

— Martin Lurhor, 153. 
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BY CAPTAIN W. BROWN, MONTREAL 
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3 SHALL never forget that bright 
red and green Meccano set, the 
perfect Christmas gift. What 
other presents I received, who 
visited us, where we went skating 
and what games were played I can- 
not recall. I only know that for the 
greater part of the morning and 
afternoon I was lost in a world of 
creating and building with minia- 
ture bolts, nuts, rods and wheels as 
my tools. 

There is something thoroughly 
gratifying about creating or making 
useful objects, but it is a tragedy 
when our sense of values never 
matures. As a boy the Meccano set 
was a treasure highly valued, but, in 
later years, I cared not for such toys 
but wanted gifts of clothing, good 
books, and practical things so use- 
ful in everyday life. With maturity 
came a new perspective, higher 
ideals, and a growing sense of pro- 
portion. 

Paul, writing to the Church at 
Corinth says : "When I was a child, 
I spake as a child, I understood as a 
child, I thought as a child: but 
when I became a man, I put away 



childish things." Growing up is an 
essential part of life, yet there are 
many people who have a "Christmas 
faith" that never grows up. They 
may believe that the Son of God 
was born in Bethlehem of Judea, but 
it is a faith that fails to leave the 
cradle that it might pursue the road 
to Calvary. 

Nothing is sweeter or more lov- 
able than a baby: but nothing is 
sadder than a baby that never grows 
up. We love our children in the 
cradle, but our greatest joy is to 
watch them "increase in wisdom and 
stature, and in favour with God and 
man." Roy L. Laurin, of Los 
Angeles has written these significant 
words: 

In a matured Christmas faith we see 
a mon, the God man, who was the Son 
of God. We see a cross and an empty 
tomb, and only these plus the cradle's 
incarnation can provide the essential ele- 
ments of the Christian Gospel and divine 
salvation. ... It was not the Christmas 
Babe who died on the cross; it was the 
Babe grown to manhood. NOT UNTIt 
OUR FAITH MATURES AND GROWS FROM 
ITS CHRISTMAS ADORATION TO ITS CAL- 



VARY CONFESSION CAN WE FIND THE 
REAL MEANING OF CHRISTMAS. 

When the baby Jesus had grown 
to manhood, He stated clearly the 
puqxise of the incarnation by say- 
ing: "The Son of Man is come to 
seek and to save that which was 
lost . . . and to give His life a ransom 
for many." The conditions of Chris- 
tian discipleship were laid down by 
the Master as the cross stood im- 
mediately before Him: "If any man 
will come after Me, let him deny 
himself, and take up his cross and 
follow Me." 

Reader, have you a Christmas 
faith that is mature or are you still 
gazing at the cradle in adoration? Is 
your back still to the cross and your 
ear deaf to the voice of the Saviour, 
who wills that none should perish 
but that all should come to a know- 
ledge of the truth? He who first 
loved us will not only give us new- 
ness of life, but He will carefully 
guide us through our child-training 
days until we reach spiritual maturity 
in the measure of the stature of the 
fulness of Christ. 



To Bethlehem Via Australia 

(Continued from page 4) 
Carol-singing, by candle-light, is 
held in most towns of any size; 
or the Christmas story pageant is 
dramatized in a central park or 
gardens, with inspirational effect. 

A campaign conducted in Aus- 
tralia and New Zealand for some 
years to "Keep Christ in Christmas" 
has official government blessing, in 
that, each year, a special Christmas 
issue of postage stamps has served 
as another reminder of the signi- 
ficance of this season. 

So then, whether we live south or 
north of the equator; whether we 
live in a country where the tempera- 
ture at this time of the year is 100° 
in the shade or 25° below zero, 
whether Christmas is observed out- 
of-doors or around a big log fire, 
"Let us go even unto Bethlehem 
and see this thing which is come to 
pass" and worship the Christ of 
Christmas. 



* A STAH IN THE EAST * 



(Continued 
It was intended to conclude the 
event just then. Another great 
meeting would be arranged later 
on. But the people kept com- 
ing. New lamps were taken in to 
lighten the gloom in the registration 
pandals, but the mercy-seat, re- 
ceiving its Heavenly illumination 
from the Light of the World, con- 
tinued to be in requisition for long 
after the last chorus had been sung. 

Still the humble souls came to 
kneel, to pray, to submit to the law 
of the love of Christ, and the scribes 
above, who keep "tally" on the way 
of men, failed not to take record 
of the names of every one so dear 
to the heart of the Saviour, who was 
born to die for them. 

Thus a new chapter was written 
for the Acts of the Apostles, 



My young officer-guide and I 



from page 12) 

were on our way through the dark- 
ened, rambling thoroughfare of 
Nagercoil, making for the telegraph 
station, that I might get my version 
of the wonderful proceedings re- 
counted above on its way to the 
International Headquarters in Lon- 
don, when I was obliged to break 
the silence, in which we were con- 
templating recent happenings, with 
a shout: "We have seen His star 
in the East!" as if it were a new 
discovery, and, indeed, we had! It 
was Christ's star ascendant! "They 
that turn many to righteousness shall 
shine as the stars for ever!" The 
Captain turned toward me wonder- 
ingly. Said I: 

"New-born, born-again souls, Cap- 
tain! Stars for the glory of His 
diadem!" The whites of his eyes, so 
widely opened, showed through the 
gloom as he, too, shouted: "Yes 
indeed!" 
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Our fourth and hud ■•<'<• 
take*. ii*. ahm;» the vb.'mlc 
of the siis>toiit<>u» tkirnu Re 
po«n^ fd-rrct vcteie Mpsdiv approach- 
nig a iSurm<"<e « m. in »iii'.ii musm?;. 
axy nftVen 'nrre v.!}rki:j? ( tvursi' to 
serious jsf"i«»itsi!ii.i»-». imn?r'iii,itc r\ jcu- 
ation to India v*a,» e,ihed for. What 
to do? Their little qvai'ters contained 
a fiiiHifer oi th.im;» that transform 
a hra.wr into a home: silverware. 
linen, crockerv, pictures, lacqwrwairc. 
L'raimihtrdh ds«e would fail into 
the hands, of Irw'sfsT* if left behind 
Gould the comrade* in West China 
make u w il therm" At that very 
time a Chrnthm kott had de- 
cided to iswe »«nie ■vehicles os to 
tKc Henna Road and niaLe for the 
safer zone of \\V« China, These 
friends indkatni their vdllinsme** so 
help in any way possible. The 
inkk-kiiack* were packed in a mas- 
sftt ha.n.ij«es", a large label w<n 
parted in plan*, and accompanied 
by a prawr the hatnpw' was loaded 
on to the truck. 

What a ri&k! Thus cfwimem'cd a 
Jon?* journey »v« the p'rilou*. Burma 
Road Se% pral wwrk* pais. Our itory 
coritinuw in Went China, when one 
happy day there was a cerranosio.n 
at the gate <4 our CMnpoi.md. 
labourer* ijidoatling a tr«rie»lc»m 
hanijjcr. Being firmly conviiscird that 
a, wws delivery was> brim; made 
ue hastened so the s»3?e only to find 
this monster squat? I«i»k« plainly 
.'isldnewd so us. Here ww fotxl for 
thought. How this valuable package 
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<lu i *iit!v. in demand )iv mm miah 
l^m'cniai^e of xw^jiit h no had i>i?' n xi tv 
fit money but little or not him; to 
■hf«-iid it u;*m S'i;'i: p-t'ip!.- VM'xilt! 

giatih' p.i) :.;!ii!,«';r |;rn'« ior ^uii 

ank' l**^ .ani dst'v did. it was thus 

lfi.it our «is*indiirig rei»Hjrces w.r:re 

5Tp!«'IU%{!rd, 

'I'ht.' nnn" uu s o opfKirtuni', for 
was n<H that liitl<- gioup of o'Tsrrrs 
»ii)d ciiildft-n strantled in the heart 
of China anxiouvly av>aiti»K wrd 
and feh<*rrviit!iil:' Ilrrf was C.<<xi's 
.in^vrr, Hmv wofitit'fi'.jllv rwruhuitj 
had f*cn plasmt'd and tim«i! Ke- 
v'vtvt the situatuMi .again. Here wre 
twt> groujs oi (jppjsifsc toTi'es, tiiou- 
*iir»tk erf miles apart. One foi«; had 
driven a hand of y 011113 Salvation 
Amtv officers to k"»i«;' honvt* and 
wsruriiy. Very won tisry viwuld be 
in .dire need. Th?- adwr force had 
crca'.rd a situaii'.jn wherohy that 
■seif-ians* 1 fw«I v* - a«. to Ive met "Hurt'Iv 
thw is the Lord's dnins^ and it is 
irwrvttkxss in wui" ryes''. 

We must leave our readers to 
iniaij'ht" the enthusiasm arid joy of 
oisr little V\'e«t China pioneer partv 
wtsOTi these «;*inforc'enM*nti aptwareii 
on sfie srriM?. The iou.g jounwy, 
thnisRii nrrHl'ul, was safely over. 
What fan*' for praise and thank*- 
Rtvin^. Ths conirikition made hy 
thi* intrepid little group can never 
Ix nicawreii. God bk-«mt\ and um.i 
them and trutny of their countrymen 
arccptetl Cijrist as, their Saviour. At 
the close of the war they were able 
to return to their home territory. 
In that little bastion of Hnns; Kong 
when- God is hk'Mini;: the Sah-ation 
Anav'si efforts you will find them. 
iWHibcTS of this brave party around 
which our &tory has revolvetl. Yes, 
thw are still telling forth the Gosjwl 
*tr»ry. "To God !«.' the glory, great 
thing* he hath done." 




fConrinued from pai^e 7) 
v,eifkiy Lut.hrt.in Hour raiiif.i pro- 
g£.iiiiiut\ "or nil siiiiic otiicr date. 
T!i*' imjKij'taiii f;«'t is that lit.' n;is 
iiorn («d sent Hh, only Son into the 
world that, \>\ faith, in Him. we 
luight h.e. e eternal iile.'' 

Millions thrn:i^hc>nt the work! 
will hear over the radio the real. 
Christian meaning and dgnifieariee 
of the Christmas stnry in two wavs. 
Most- lhan 1,000 radio statk.ms will 
earn die regular ChrisUnas broad- 
cast in forty languages to an esti- 
mated thirty million persons in 1 ! 5 
countries. In addition, a special 
Christmas programme will he carried 
on many stations and net-works that 
are normally closed to Gospel hroad- 
ra.'sting. 

In past years these ChrUtma«< 
"specials" have even I>een cairieci or. 
government networks in six Soviet 
satellite lands. These "specials" have 
a tremendous potential audience, in- 
cluding oppressed Christians behintl 
the Iron Curtain and people who 
might never hear of the Christ-child 
in any other wav. 



SING AFMD REJOICE 

/WNGEtS in the sky ora jlnging onlhems 
V4 of praisa. 

ShapSwtrds to Bathlehem drgw nigh, 

mar/®I and gats; 
On this day Chrijt h bom, lei the earth give 

voice; 
Cem© and bring homoge lo the King, sing 

and rejoice! 

Wiw man wilh gifts of gre-atesl worth come 

from a lot; 
Seeking the place of holy birth, led by a 

8tar; 
On thh day Christ is born, lei the earth 

give voite; 
Come and bring homage to lha King, sing 

and refoicel 

Now |oin we in the glad refrain: "Born is 

the King!" 
Sing of Hi» everlasting reign, let joybells 

ring! 
On this day. Christ Is born, let the earth 

give voice; 
Come and bring homage to the King, 5ING 

AND REJOIWI 

Brgacier Victor Oimond, New York, N.Y. 
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